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stantial power of those who are strong only in their own
greed will crumble, the earth will slip from under their
feet and they will be left with nothing to cling to."
"True," said Rybin, bending his head. "There's noth-
ing we pan't do if we give all we have, unsparing of our-
selves."
The mother listened with a lift of her brows and a
smile of happy surprise on her lips. She saw that what
had seemed too abrupt and too loud and too wide-sweep-
ing in Sophia—everything unsuited to her nature—had
disappeared in the eager, even flow of her story. She
liked the quietness of the night, the play of the fire,
Sophia's face—but most of all she liked the solemn at-
tention of the muzhiks. They sat motionless, trying not
to interrupt the steady unfolding of the tale, afraid to
break off the bright thread tying them up with the whole
world. From time to time one of them would carefully
place fresh logs on the fire, and would wave his hand
to defend the women from the shower of sparks and
clouds of smoke that rose from it.
Once Yakov got up and said quietly, "Just a min-
ute."
He ran into the shelter and brought out some wraps
which he and Ignat silently placed on the shoulders and
over the knees of their guests. Then Sophia went on speak-
ing, drawing a picture of the day of victory, inspiring
her hearers with faith in their own strength, arousing
in them a consciousness of their oneness with all those
who were pouring out their lives in futile labour to satis-
fy the foolish, caprices of the oversated. The mother was
not agitated by Sophia's words, but the sense of brother-
hood they induced filled her with devout gratitude to
people who, at the risk of their lives brought the gifts of
love and truth and honest thinking to those enchained by
daily labour.
"God help them," she thought, closing her eyes.
At dawn the weary Sophia ended her tale and glanced,
smiling, at the bright and thoughtful faces about her.

